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CHAPTER 1V,
=
Beginning of Life Anew.

“But I must go on with my story. 1
travelad through a deserted land. As
the Ume went by I began to yearn
msore and more for humao beings, But
§ mever found one, and 1 grew loneller
mad foneller, 1 crossed Livermore
walley and the mountalus between it
and the great valley of the San Jos
quin, You have never seen that val
fey, but It Is very large and it s the
Bome of the wild horse. ‘Thero are
great droves there, thousunds and tens
of thousands, [ revisited It thirty
years aftor, &0 I know, You think
there are lota of wild horses down
here in (he const valloys, but they
#re as nothing compared with those
of the San Joaquin, Stoange Lo say,
the cows, when they went wild, went
baek into the lower mounining, f3vi
dently thoy were betler able Lo protect
themscives Lhore,

“In the country districts the ghouls
aod prowlers had been less In evl-
dence, for | found many villages and
fouwns uolouched by fre. But they
were fillod by the pestilential dend,

I passed by without exploring
them. (L was noar Lathrop that, out
of my fonecliness, I picked up o palr of
collie dogs Lhat were so newly [ree
that they were urgently willing (o
refurn to thelr alleglance to man,
These collles accomponied me for
many years, and the strains of them
are in these very dogs there that yoo
boys have today. Hut In sixty yenrs
the oollle strain lins worked out, Those
Brutes aro more like domesticated
wolves than anylhing else”

HareLIp rose Lo hik feet, glanced
s pec (hat the gouts were pafe, and
fooked ot the sun's position fn the
wffermcoon wky, advertising Impaticnce
ak the prolixity ot tho old man's tale.

Ureed to bhurry by Edwin, Gunser
“went on:
“There I8 liitle more to tell. With

my wwo dogs and my pony, and rld-
kg a horse 1 had managed to oap-
fune, I crossed ‘the San Joaquin and
wemt on o a wonderful valley In the
Sfesras cilled Yosomite, In the groat
Batel thers | found o prodigious aup-
piy of tinned provisions. The pasture
was abundant, au wins the gaine, and
the river that ran through the valley
was (ull of trout. 1 remnined there
e yeara in an ulter loneliness thnt
mane but & man who has opce heen
Rigbly civilized can understand. Then
I eonld stand It no more. 1 felt thnt
¥ was golog cruzy. Like the dog, I
was 4 social animal apd needed my
kind. 1 reasoned that since I had
warvived (he plague, there was a pose
wibility that others had survived,
Also, | rensoned that after three years
tha plague germs muokt all be gone
and the land be clean again.

“With my horse and doge and pony,
¥ sof out. Agaln 1 crossed the San
Jaoaquin valley, the mountains beyond.
and came down into Livermore val-
tey. The chinge ln those three years
was amazing. All the land had been
spleadidly tilled, and now | could
scarcely recognize it, such was the
sea of rank vegelation that had over-
run  the agrioultural handiwork of
mmam. You see, the wheat, the vege-
fmbles, and orchard trees had always
Deen cared for and nursed by man. o
that they wero soft and tender. The
weeds and wild bushes and such
Wings, on tho contrary, had always
Been fought by man, so that thay
Jwero tough and resistant. As a result,
wihen the hand of meaw was removed
the wild vegetation smothered and de-
styoyed practically all the domesti-
«ated vegetation., The coyoles were
greatly incrensed, and it was at this
time that | firet encountered wolves,
straying In twos and threes and small
packs, down from the wild reglons
whers they had always persisted
wag at Lake Temescal, not far
the onetime city of Oakland,
I came upon the frst lve human
Oh, my grandsons, how can I
cribe Lo you my emotions, when,

HEH

o
the hillside to
of n

my boree, 1 tried to call out, but
could not I waved my hand. It
seomed Lo me that the man looked at
me, but he did not appear to wave.
Theén 1 lsld my band on my arms
there In the saddle. | was afrald to
look ngain, for 1| knew It was an hally-
cination; and 1 knew that (f 1 looked
the man would be gone. And so pre-
clous was the hallucloation that 1
wauted It to peralst yet o little while,
I knew, too, that as long as | did not
look It would persist.

“Thus 1 remained, until 1 heard my
dogs snarling, and man's volee, What
do you think the volea sald? 1 will
tell yow. It sald: “Where in hell did
you come from?"

“Those werea the words, the exact
words, That was what your grand-
father said to me, HareLip, when he
greeted me there on the shore of Lake
Temescal Nfty-seven yeurs ago. And
they were the most ineffable words 1
have ever heard. 1 opened my eyes,
and there he stood before me, a largs,
durk, halry man, -heavy jawed, slant
browed, flerew oyed. How 1 got off
my horse I do not know. But it
Aeemoed that the noxt | konew 1 was
clasping bis hand with both of mine
and orying. 1 would bhave embraced
him, but he was ever n narrow-mind-
ed, sugpleions man, and he drew nway
from me. Yet @id I cling to bis band
und ery."”

Granser's volee faltered and broke
at the recollection, and (he woeak tears
streamed down his cheeks while the
boys looked on and giggled

*Yet did T ery,” he continued, “and
deslre 1o embrace bim, though the
Chaufleur was a brate, a perfect brute
—the most sbhorrem man 1 have ever
known. His paine was | , , sirange;
how I have forgotien his tiame.
Everybody called him Chauffeur—it
was the pame of his cceupation, and

It stuck. That Is bow, to this day,
the tribe he founded 18 called the
Chauffeur tribe.

“Ho was o viplent, wnjust mian.

Why the plague spared him 1 can
never understand, It wonld seem, In
dpilte of our old metaphysical notions
ubout ahsolute justice, that there Is
no justice in the universe. Why did
he live?—an Ioiquitous, moral moo-
stor, a blot on the faco of nulure, a
cruel, relentless, bestlal cheat as well
All ' he could talk nbout was motor
cars, machinery, gasoline, und garage
—and especinlly with huge delight, of
his mean pilferings and sordid swin-
dilngs of the persona who had em-
ployed: him in the days before the
coming of the plague, And yet he was
aparcd, while hundrods of milllons,
yen, billlons, of better men were de-
stroyed,

“1 went on with him 1o his camp,
and there | gaw her, Vesta, the one
woman. It was glorjous and , . .
pititul.  There she was, Vesta Van
Wardon, the young wife of John Van
Warden, ¢lad in rage, with marred and
sourred and toll-ealloused hunda, bend-
ing over the campfire and doing scul-
llon work—asle, Vesta, who had been
born to the purple of the greutest
baronnge of wealth the world had
ever known. John Van Warden, her
husband, warth one billion eight hun-
dred milllons, and president of the
Board of Industrinl Moaguates, had
been the ruler of America. Also, sit-
ting on the Industrinl Bourd of Con-
trol, he had been one of the seven
men who ruled the world And she
herself had come of egunlly noble
stock. Her father, Phillp Saxon, had
been President of the Hoard of Indus-
trinl Magnates up to the time of his
death. TLis office was {n process of
becoming hereditary, and had Philip
Saxon bad & son that son would have
succeeded him. But his only child
was Vestn, the perfect flower of gen-
eratlons of the highest culture this

It was, 1 am sure, a political
marringe. I bave reason to belleve
that Vesta never really loved her hus
band In the mad, passionate
which the poets used to siug.

a thousand acres. When the plagne
broke out, Van Warden sent her there.
Armed guards patrolled the boundar-
fes of the park. and nothing entered
in the way of provisions or even mall
matter that was not first fumigated,
And yot did the plague enter, killing
the guards at their posts, tha serv-
ants st their taska, sweeplng away
the whole army of retainers—or, at
teast, all them who did not fles to die
elsewhors. So it was that Vesta
found herself the sole living person
In the palnce that had become a echar
nel house,

“Now, the Chaulleur had been one
of the servants that ran away. He
turning, two months afterward, he dis-
covered Vesta in a little summer pa-
villon where there had been o
deatlis and where she had established
hersell. Ho wios o brute. She was
afrald, and she ran away and hid
among the trees, That night, on foot,
sho fled into the mountalns—she,
whose tender feet and delicate hody
bad never known the bruise of stones
nor the sorateh of briers. He fol-
lowed, und that night he caught her.
He struck ber. Do you understand?
He beat her with those terrible fists
of his and made her big slave, It
was she who had to gather the fire
wood, bulld the fires, cook nad do
all the degrading oamp labor—she,
who hud never performed a menial
net in her lfo. These things he com-
pelled her to do, while he, a proper
savage, elecled to lle around camp
and look on.  He did nothing, abso-
lutely nothing, except on occaklon to
hunt meat or catch fish."

“Good for Chaulfeur,” Hare-Ldp com:
mwented In an understone to the othor
boys. *1 remember him before he died.
He was a corker. But he did hings.
and he made things go. You know, dad
married his daughter, an' you ought
to see the way he knocked the apots

outh dad. The Chauffeur was a son
of n gun. He made us kids stand
sround. IEven when he was croakin’

bo reached out for me once an' lald
my head open with that long stick he
kept always beslde him."

Hare-Lip 'rubbed bis bullét head
reminiscently, and the boys returned
to the old man, who was maundoring
ecitationlly about Vesta, the squaw of
the founder of the Chauffeur tribe

“And 8o 1 say to you thal you ean

With My Horse and Dogs and Pony |
Set Out.

not understand the awfulness of the
situation. The Chauffeur was n serv-
ant, underatand, a servant. And he
cringed, with bowed head, to such as
she, She was a lord of life, both by
birth and by marringe. The destinles
of millions such as he she carried o
the hollow of her pink-white hand, And,
in the days before the plague, the
slightest contact with such as he
would have been pollution. Oh, I have
seett It Onece, 1 remember, thera was
a Mrs. Goldwin., wife of one of the
great magiates, It was on a landing
stage, just as she wus embarking in
her private dirigible, that she dropped
her parasol. A servant picked It up
and made the mistake of handing it to
her—to her, one of the greatest royal
Indleg of the land! She shrank back,

(ag though he were a leper, and indl-

cated her secretary to raceive it. Also,
she ordered her secrotary to ascertain
the creature’s name and to sese (hat
he was Immedlately discharged from
service. Aud such a wotian was Vesta |
Van Warden. And her the Chauffear
beat and mad- his slave.

“—Bill—that was it; Bill, the Chauf-
feur. That was his name. He was
wrelched, primitive man, wholly de-
vold of the finer lnstinets and

y mwmuhn of & cultured soul, No,

grandsons; for you are yoursalves
primitive little savages, unaware of
nught else but savagery. Why should
Vesta not have been mine? I was a
man of culture and refinement, & pro-
fersor in a great university. Kven so,
In the time before the plague, such
was her exalted position, she would
not have deigned to know that 1 ex-
isted. Mark, then, the abysmal degra-
datlon to which she fell at the bands
of the Chaulfeur. Nothing less than
the destruction of all mankind had
made It possible that 1 should know
her, look In her eyes, converse with
her, touch her hand—aye, and love hor
and know that her feelings toward ma
were very kindly. 1 have reason to
belleve that she, even she, would have
loved me, there belng no other man
in the world except the Chaulfeur.
Why, when it destroyed elght billlons
of souls, did not the plague destroy
just otie more man, and that man the
Chauffeur?
(TO BE CONTINTED)

ENGLISH VILLAGE A MODEL

About as Sinless as ls Likely to Be
Found In This Wicked Old
Abode of Men.

A sinless village has been found In
England. , It is Blackwell, a snug lttle
colliery town In the Derbyshire hills,
where the solitary pollceman enjoys a
perpetual holiday, The Inst ngumbent
feft from sheer boredom. The man-
anger of the collleries I8 a born leader
of men, and thls, combined with the
fact that he ean dimiss all evil-doers
nt will, practically the whole popula-
tlon belng employed at the colliery, I8
the secret of his power. At the model
clubhouse the main army of tho vil-
Ingers can be seen around the model
bar arrapged by the manager, who
does not objoct to drink In modera-
tion. He welects the bravds of whisky
and bee= for the consumption of his
flock, Ower the bar are nollces re-
questing patrons not Lo swear or gam-
ble. There [s a ballroom, and here
the youth of HWackwell trip decorous
measures, for Blackwell has no use
for the tango or other modern dances,
or, for that matier, for modern drass.
Thern Is also In the bullding two well

equipped baths, so that cleanliness |

ranks nmong the villagers' many vir-
tues.  Blackwell has also excollont
cricket and football grounds. In the
erickot bulldieg Is a battered straw
hat, the relle from Blackwell’'s ono
lapse from grace.

pirty of hollday-makers left
well to epend a day in London.

Politeness In Athens.

A long time ago, In Athens, the Spar- |

tan bhoys were gueats of Atheninn hoys
at the theater. They were sltting In
the front row becsuse they were the
guedts of honor,

'MEAT CLOGS KIDNEYS
THEN YOUR BACK HURTS

Take a Glass of Salts to Flush Kid-
neys If Bladder Bothers You—
Drink Lots of Water.

No man or woman who eats meat
regularly can make & mistake by flush.

they become overworked from the
strain, get sluggleh and fall to flter
the waste and polsons from the blood,
then we get sick. Nearly all rheu-
matism, headaches, liver trouble, ner-
vousness, dizziness, sleeplossness and
urinary disorders come from slugginh
kidneys,

The moment you feel a dull ache In
the kidneys or your back hurts or if
the urine Is cloudy, oftensive, full of
sediment, irregular of passage or at-
tended by a sensation of scalding, stop
sating meat and get about four ounces
of Jad Balts from any pharmacy; take
a tablespoonful In a glasas of water
before breakfast and In a few days
your kidneys will act fine. This Ia-
mous esalts 18 mude from the aecid of
grapes and lomon juice, combined
with lithin, and has been used for
generations to flush and stimulate the
kidneys, also to neutralize the aclds
in urine go it no longer causes Irrita-
tion, thus ending bladder weakness.

Jad Salte I8 Inexpensive and cannot
injure; makes a delightful efferves-
cent lithin-water drink which everyons
should take now and then (o keep the
kidneys clean and active and the blood
pure, thereby avolding serious kidney
complications —Ady,

Ignorance Was Bliss.

A raid had been made on a negro
gambling house and a dozen Inmates
arrested. In police court the next
morning ench of the accused wan
heard In turn. The last In the row
was a large, scared-looking negro.

“Well,” asked the judge, “what do
you know about this case?"

“Who? Me?” asked the negro.

“Yes, you,"

“Well, 1 just tell yo'. All I knows
about dis case is dat | was dar!"—
Green Bag.

Her Preference.

Young Mawks had declded to enlist
and go to war, and his wife was ob-
Jjecting.

“But, darling,” he argued, “even if 1

It was the only hat |

t of fifteen that ret i I
OFLOF Sfiaen. the wrhad “g?;_: the sausage mill,— Pittsburgh Dis-
| pateh.

were killed, just think how fine it
would ba to be the widow of a hero.”

“0Ob, no, Wilfred," pleaded the young
wife earnestly, her mind reverting to
|u familiar proverb; “1 would rather
be the wifle of a llve juckass than a
dead lon"—Judge.

A Natural Fear,

01d Hound—Come, come! What are
you shivering about?

The Pup—Why, 1 just heard the
master say be'd have to put me
through the mill

0ld Hound—Yea: he's going to train
you for the hunting,

The Pup—Oh! I thought he meant

|
| Reminiscence,

“I can remember when we could get
an lden of how an election was golug
by taking a straw vote.”

“We never depend on straw votes
| out our way. The only chance of

Just befors the play began an old | learning which way the election was

man came into the erowded theator,
and mude his way down to the front.

He stopped by the seals of the Ath- [

enian boys, and they commenced to
make fun of Lim. He turned sadly
wway,

As ha wae about to go away the
Spartan boys all rose and motioned
for the old man to come and sit with
them. At first the Athenian boys ware
ashamed; then they began to choer.

All the prople were attracted by this
and looked to sce the couse of It
When the checring was over, the old
man etood op and eaid:

“Athenian boys know what Is right,
but the Spartan boya do what is
rvight"

Thoughts in Autumn Fields,

Perhaps the herb everlasting, the
fragrant Immortelle of our wutumn
flelds, has the most guggestive odar
to mesof all those that set me dreéam-
ing. 1 can hardly describe the etrange
thoughts and emotions which come to
me as | Inhale the aroma of its pale,
dry, rustling flowers, A something It
bins of sepulchral splcery, na 1f it had
been brought from the core of some
great pyramid, where it had lain on
the breast of n mummied Plaraoh
Something, too, of Immortality in the
gad, faint sweolness lingering so
long in Its lfeless petaln. Yet rhis
does not tell why it fills my eyes with
tears and carrles me o bllssful
thought to the banks of Asphode! that
border the River of Life.—Ollver Wen-
dell Holmes.

Senator Sumner's Literalness,

Of Senator Sumner's llteralness
some anmusing anecdotes have bLeen
told. At an official ball in Wushing:
ton he remarked to a young lady:
“Weo are fortunate In having these
places; we shall sce the first entrance

of the new English and French minis-

ters Into Washington soclety.” The

young girl replied: “1 am glad *5 hear

to see lons break the lee.”
Sumner was silent
presently sald: "Misg ——, (n
where llons live there 1#

going was to discover which side had
| the most two-dollar Lills.'"

Showing It,

“They tell me that prosccuting at-
torney s very bold in his conduct of
cases."

! “So they sny. He must have the
courage of his convictions*

|

Wears Many Crowns,
He—B8he's a thoroughly queenly
wWoman,
She—Yes; even hor teeth have gold
| erowns.—Town Toples,

Pleasure for Another.

The Open Alr Man Pities the Man
With the Indoor Job—Then There
Is the Case of Hen-
ﬂm.

There Is an swtal lot of pity wast-
ed In the world. Take, for example,
Henrletta. Henrfetta’s family and
frionds are always pitying her be-
cause she married that "hopelessly un-
Interesting” or “everlastingly disa-
gréeable” man, whila Henrletta is
lavghing in her sloeve becauss her
sympathizers have never geen the real
side of hor Henry, and she foels posi-
tively much set up because sho knows
he I8 more Interesting nnd Inflnitely
nicer than folks suppose him to be.
Personally, the writer never cared for
this negative charm fn men, but there
aré numerous women who feel differ-
ently. They consider that a man
apathetie, or even disagreeable, to
others can be stirred out of his habit
ual mood whon associated with them.
Hence sympathy for Heorletta 18
wasted.

The open alr man plties the man
with the Indoor job. He refolces In
beélng out among his fellow men. Con
finement or detall work would kill
him, wherns the indoor man feels con-
cerning the outdoor one that the lat-
ter lends n dog's life—anlways on the
go—always having to be cheerful, no
matter If the water pipes have frozen
or the baby has the croup,

Our lttle barks of life may soem to
be carried nlong by currents stronger
{1an the individual will, yet really
the Individudl Is consclously, or un-
consclously, at the helm controlling
every portion of the gteering gear and
directing the craft townrd the port of
hig denlres. One might think we put
up with our mssoclates a8 we put op
with our features, but nctunlly we are
constantly drawing the congenial
companion o us and ellminating the
acqualnianeces we cure nothing about.

It may be that one "wants but little
here below. nor wants that lttle long,”
but certalnly people do want the
queerest things. Imagine how a man
who rejoices in o pretty wife and cozy
home must pity an explorer llke
Peary and what Gelett Burgess calls
the latter's unconquerable taste for
voluntary and unnecessary suffering.
According to Gelett, Mra. Peary's pe-
culiar gelf-choren line of hardships in-
cluded “twenty years of half [reezing
to death, pulling sledges, cating shoes
and candles, sleeping in a bearskin
bag." And then, as Gelott pathetieally
concludes, “when he had found the
north pole he didn't know what to do
with Ie"

Who ean understand the lure of the
undertaking buosiness? Or appreciate
the mental attitade of a man who
could go to the ball gume with a fas-
einating girl, yet who elects Instead to
gather together all the small fry of
tha nelghborhood, marshal them on
and off cars ond trest the bunch to
ronsted chestnute. You sigh over the
melancholy avoeatlon of the one and
thy seeming martyrdom of the other,
but that s all you know about it, The
first Ia keonly Interésted in his seem-
Ingly depressing avoeation and the lat-
ter hns the time of hin lifo with the
boya.

Yen, If folks stopped commiserating
others and expended half the energy
in Just belng pleasant, maybe (hey
could win a smile from even Henrls
ettn's phlegmatiec husband.

The girl who Is self-posscssed enn
usually be Induced to transfer the
title.

The nvernge man wastes a lot of en-
ergy In laughing nt his own jokes.

Right Food

Works Wonders

It is often the case that people drift into wrong
habits of food, although they should know better.

When one gets into trouble of this sort it's a fine
thing to know how to get out of it. The “food route”
is the common sense way back to health and comfort.

‘Grape-Nuts

T




